ThefecondTartof Henry the Sixt. 


Enter Buckingham.andold Clifford. 

'Sue. I heere they be, that dare and will difturb thee : 
Know Cade, we come Ambaffadors from the King 
Vnto theCommons,whom thou haft milled,- 
And heere pronounce free pardon to them all, 
That will for/* ake thee, and go home in peace. 

CUf. What fay ye Countrimcn, will ye relent 
And yecld to mercy, wbil'ft 'tis offered you, 
Or let a rabble leade you to your deaths. 
Who loues the King, and will imbrace his pardon, 
Fling vp his cap.and fay,God faue his Maicfty. 
Who hateth him, and honors not his Father, 
Henry the fife, that made all France to quake, 
Shake he his weapon at vs, and paffe by* 

sAlL God fauc the King, God faue the King. 

CW* .What Buckingham and Clifford are ye fo braue ? 
And you bafe Pezants, do ye beleeue him,will you needs 
behang'dwith your Pardons about your neckes? Hath 
my fword therefore broke through London gates, that 
you flhould Ieaue me at the White-heart in South warke. 
I thought ye would neucr haue giuen out thefe Armes til 
you had rccouered your ancient Fteedomc . But you are 
all Recreants and Daftai ds, and delight to liue in flauerie 
to the Nobility. Let them breakc your backes with bur- 
thens, take your houfes ouer your heads, rauifh your 
Wiues and Daughters before your faces. For me, I will 
make fhift for one, and fo Gods Curfie light yppon you 
all. 

AZ. Weel follow Cade, 
Wee'l follow Cade. 

CUf Is^^chefonneof/^r/thefifr, 
That thus you do exclaime you'l go with him. 
' Will he conduft you through the heart of France, 
And make the meancft of you Earles and Dukes i 
Alas, he hath no h»cne, no place to flye too : 
Nor knowes he how to liue, but by the fpoile, 
Vnleire by robbing of your Friends.and vs. 
WerYnot a fluoie, that whilft you liue at iarre, 
The fearfull French, whom you iate vanquiihed 
Should make a ftart ore-feas, and vanq ,i(h you ? 
Me thmkes alreadic in this ciiull broyle, 
I lee them Lording it in London ftrects, 
Crying V ill* aw vnto all they meetc. 
Better ten thouiand bafe-bome CWwmifcarry, 
Then you fhould ftoope vnto a F;enchman$ mercy. 
To France, to-France, and get what you haue loft : 
Spare England, for it is your Natiue Coaft: 
He»ry hath monjr,you arc ftrong and manly ; 
God Gn our fide,doubt not of Yi6lorie. 

AIL A Clifford, a Clifford, 
Wee'l follow the King,and Clifford 

Cade. Was euer Feather foJighdy blowne too & fro, 
as this multitude ? The name of Henry the fift,hales them 
to an hundred mifchicfes, and makes them leaue mec de- 
folate, 1 fee them lay their hcades together to furprize 
me. My fword make way for me, for heerc is no flaying: 
in defpight of the di ucls and hell, haue through the vcrie 
middeft of you, and heauens and honor be witneffe,thac 
no want ofrcfolution in mee, but onelyiry Followers 
;>afe and ignominious trcafons, makes me betake mee to 
myheeles. Exit 

"Buck. What, is he fled? Go fome and follow him, 
And he that brings his head ynto the King, , 
Shall haue a thouiand Crownes for his reward. 

Exeunt fome of them. 


rone. 


r pris'<| 


Follow me fouldiers, wcc'I dcuiTca^^p^- 
To reconcile you all vnto thcKinp ? „ 

Somd Trumpets. SnterKwfn^ . 

Somerfet 0 ntheTa^raf ^ d 

King. Was euer King that ioy'd 3n earthly TK 
And could command no more content the l> 
NofooncrwasI crept out of my Cradle 
But 1 was made a King,at nine months olde 
Was ncuer Subiedi long*d to be a King 
As I do long and wiCh to be a Subie&f * 

Snter Buckingham and Clifford. 

I"' k ^ a » d S 13 / 3 ^dings to your M a ieft v 
Km. Why Buckingham, is theTraitor Cad f 
Or ishebutretir'dtomakehim ftrong? 

Enter Multitudes with Halters «bout thtj r 
Neckes, 


Clif He is fled my Lord,and all his power. ^ i , 
And humbly thus with halters on their neckes 
Expeft your Highneffe doome of hf f >or death' 

King. Then heauen fet ope thy eueilafiingc ales 
To enterraine my vowes of thankes and praife. & • 
Souldiers, this day haue you redeem'd your liutt 
And fhew'd how well you loue your Prince & Con 
Continue ftill in this fo good a mindc, 
And Henry though he be infortunate, 
Alfure your felues will ncuer be vnkinde : 
And fo with thankes. and pardon to you all, 
I do difmiffe you to your leuerall Countries. 
tAt. God faue the King,GodfauetheKing; 

Enter a Meffenger. 

Mef. Pleafe it your Grace to be aduertiied, 
The Duke of Yorke is newly Come from Ireland 
And with a puiflanr and a mighty power 
Of Gallow-glaffes and flout Kernes, 
Is marching hither ward in proud array, 
And ftill prodaimeth as he con es along, 
His Armes arc onely to-rcmouc from thee 
The Duke of Somcrfer ? whom he tcarmes aTraiton, 

King. Thus ftands my ftate, 'twixt Cade and Yorke 
diftreft, 

Like to a Ship, that hauing fcap'd a Tempeft, 
Is ftraighc way calme, and boorded with a Pyrate. 
But now is Cadcdriuen backe, his men difpiere'd, 
And now is Yorke in Armes, to fecond him. 
I pray thee Buckingham go and meete him, 
And aske him what's the reafon of thefe Armes ; 
Tell him, He fend Duke Edmund to the Tower, 
And Somerfet we will commit thee thither, 
Vntill his Araiy be difmift from him, 

Somerfet. My Lord, 
He y eclde my felfc to prifon willingly, 
Or vnto death, to do my Countrey good* 

King. In any cafe, be not to rough in termes, 
For he is ficrce,and cannot brooke hard Language. 

Bue. I will my Lord, and doubt not fo todeale, 
As all things (hall redound vnto your good. 

Ktng. Come wife^et's in,and learneto gouern better. 
For yet may England curie my wretched raigne. 
flourish. 

But 


only. All rights reserved. 


tftefea^ 


Enter Cade. 


that Wane a 


„ j Fve on Ambitions : fic on my felfc, cm mm a 
C*\ 5 y vc t am ready to famifti. Thefe Hue daiei ; haue 
t* otdi ■ rWc Woods, and durft not pecpe out, for all 
lhi amc m tn fo ^ ^ f hm ^ am j fo hungry , c hat 

^ C °TZL a 1 eafe of my life for a thoufand y earcs, I 
i fIlP 'T nnloncer. Wherefore on a Bricke wall haue 

! J a Sallct another while,which is «o^g^ coole 


r a ckeVhis hot weather : and I think this word 
J borne to do me good: for many a time but for 
^r^vbrainlpan had bene cleft with a brownBill; 
a flnv a time when I haue beene dry, & brauely mar- 
3 ithatbferuMmeinfteedcof a quart potto drinkc 
• bl . n a g ndnovv the word Sailer muft fcruc me to feed on. 


Snter /den. 

Uen. who wouId liue turm °y led in t5ie Courtj 
ind may enioy fuch quiet walkes as thefe ? 
This fmall inheritance my Father left me, 
rontentcthroe,and worth a Monarchy. 
T fecke not to waxe great by others warning,. 
Lather wealth I care not with what enuy : 
S Jceth, that I haue maintains my ftatc, 
And fends the poore well pleafed from my gate. 

Cdt. Heercs the Lord of the foile come to fcize me 
for a ftray, for entering his Fcc-fimplc without leaue. A 
Villaine, thou wilt betray me, and get a xooo. Crownes 
of the King by carrying my head to him , but He make 
thee eatc Iron like an Oftridge, andfwallow my Sword 
like a great pin ere thou and I part. 

Ikn. Why rude Companion, whatfoere thou be,« 
Iknow thee not, why then (hould I betray thee ? 
\h not enough to breakc into n y Garden, 
And like aTheefe to come to rob my grounds : 
Climbing my walles infpight of me the Owner, 
But thou wilt braue me with thefe fawcic termes ? 

Cade. Braue thee? I by the beft blood that euer was 
broach'd, and beard thee to. Lookeonmee well, I haue 
catenomeate thefe fiue dayes, yet come thou and thy 
fiuemen, and if I doe not leaue you all as dead as a doore 
naile,I pray God I may ncuer eate graflcmore. 

Ikn. Nay, it ftiall nere be faid,while England ftands, 
That ^Alexander I den an Efquirc of Kent, 
Tooke oddes to combate a poore famifht man. 
Oppofe thy ftedfaft gazing eyes to mine, 
Sceifthou canft outpace me with thy lookes: 
Set limbe to limbe, and thou art farrc the leflcr : 
Thy hand is but a finger to my fift, 
Thy leggc a fticke compared with this Truncheon, 
My foote lhall fight with all the ftrength thou haft, 
And if mine armc be heaucd in the Ay re, 
Thy graue is digg'd already in the earth : 
As for words, whofe greatnc(Te anfwer's words, 
Let this my fword report what fpcech forbearcs. 

Cade. By my Valour : the moftcompleatc Champi- 
onthateucr I heard. Steele, if thou turnc the edge, or 
cut not out the burly bon'd Clowne in chines of Beefe, 
ere thou fleepe in thy Shcath,I befecch loue on my knees 
thou mayft be turnd to Hobnailes. 


Heeretkej Fight* 
01 am Qame,Famine and no other hath flaine me,lct ten 


thoufand diuelles come agalnft mcy and ^eine bouta 
tenmealeslhaueloft, and 1 i'de defie themall. Wi her 
Garden, and be henceforth a burying place to all that do 
dwell in this houfc, becaufc the vnconquered foule of 

Cade is fled. 2 . * n * 

Iden. Is't Cade that I haue flain,that trionftrous traitor? 
Sword' I will hallow thee for this thy deede, 
And hang theeo're my Tombe,when I am dead. 
Ne'rc (hall this blood be wiped from thy point, 
But thou (halt wearc it as a Heralds coate, 
To emblaze the Honor that thy Matter got. 

Cade. Iden farewell, and be proud of thy victory: Tell 
Kent from roc, (be hath loft her beft man, and exhort all 
the World to be Cowards : For 1 that neucr feared any, 
am vanquifhed by Famine, not by Valour. ^ Byes. 

Id How much thou wrong'ft me,heauen be my mdgc ; 
Die damned Wretch, the curfe of her that bare thee: 
And as I thru.* thy body in with my fword, 
So wifh 1, 1 might thruft thy foule to hell. 
Hence will 1 dragge thee headlong by the hcclcs 
Vnto a dunghill, which (hall be thy graue, 
And there cut offthy moft vngracious head, 
Which I will bearc in triumph to the King, 
Leauing thy trunke for Crowes to feed rpon. 


Exit. 


Enter Torkc,*nd his tArmy oflrifb, wnh 
Drum and Colours. 


r^.From Ireland thus comes York to claim his right, 
And pluckc the Crowne from feeble Henries head. 
Ring Belles alowd, burnc Bonfires cleare and bright 
Toentertaine great Englands Iawfull King. 
Ah Santta Matefias\ who would not buy thee deerc ? 
Let them obey, that knowes not how to Rule. 
This hand was made to handle nought but Gold. 
I cannot giuc due aftion to my words, 
Except a Sword or Scepter ballance it. 
A Scepter ftiall it haue, haue I a foule, 
On which He toffe the Flcurc-de-Luce of France. 

Enter Buckingham. 

Whom haue we heere ? Buckingham to difturbe mc ? 
The king hath fent him fure : I muft diffemble. 

r Buc. Yorkc,ifthoumeaneft wcl, I greet thee well. 

Tor. Humfrey of Buckingham, I accept thy greeting. 
Art thou a Meffenger, or come of pleafure. 

*Buc. A Meffenger from Henry, our dread Liege* 
To know the reafon of thefe Armes in peace. 
Or why, thou being a Subie&,as I am, 
Againft thy Oath,and true Allcgeance fworne, 
Should raifc fo great a power without his leaue ? 
Or dare to bring thy Force fo neere the Court i 

Tor. Scarfe can I fpeake, my Chollcr is fo great. 
Oh I could hew vp Rockes, and fight with Flint, 
I am fo angry at thefe abieft tearmes. 
And now like Aiax Telamonitu, 
On Sheepe or Oxen could I fpend my furie. 
I am farre better borne then is the king : 
More like a King, more Kingly in my thoughts; 
But I muft make faire weather yet a while, 
: Till Henry be more weake,and I more ftrong^ 
Buckingham,! prethee pardon me, 
That I haue giuen no anfwer all this while: 
My minde was troubled with deepc Melancholly . 
The caufe vvhy I haue brought this Annie hither, 
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